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Mr. Pops to Dean Swirr. * 
Dear Sir, 


| of yours that both . and 
pleaſes me extreamly, Your 
ſay] ing, that | ought to have 
© writ a Poſtſcript to my Friend 
Gary's, makes me not content to write 
* than a whole Letter; and your ſeem- 
to take his kindly, gives me Hopes you 
wil look upon this as a fincere Effect of 
Friendſhip : 3 as I cannot but own 
the L with which you tax me, and 
with which I may equally chargs PR for 


'P Writen in the Year, 1723, 
2 | 


both 


tt 


both of us have had (and one of us hay 


both had and given) a Surfeit of Writing, 
_ fo I really thought you would know your- 


{elf to be fo certainly intitled to my Friend - 
ſhip, that it was a Poſſeſſion you could not 
imagine needed any farther Deeds or Wri- 
tings to aſſure you of it. 


It is an honeſt Truth, there is no one 
living or dead of whom I think oftner or 
better than yourſelf. I look upon you to 
be (as to me) in a State between both; you 
have from me, all the Paſſions and good 
Wiſhes that can attend che Living, wh all 
that Reſpe& and tender Senſe of Loſs that 
we feel for the Dead. Whatever you ſeem 
to think of your withdrawn and ſeparate 
State, at this Diſtance, and in this Abſence, 
Dean Sw I y r lives ſtill in England, in e- 
very Place and Company where he would 
cChuſe to live: and I find him in all the Con- 
verſations I keep, and in all the Hearts, in 
Which I would have any Share. 
We have never met thele many years 
without mention of you; befides my old 
Aequaintance, I have found that all my 
Friends of a latter date, are ſuch as were yours 
before. Lord OxrornD, Lord HA R- 
cov r, and Lord HARLEY, may 
look upon me as one intailed upon them by 
yoy. Lord BoriNTKOEE is new retur- 
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Air. Porn 10 Dean Swirr 3 
ned (as J hope) to take me with all his o- 
ther Hereditary-Rights; and, indeed, he ſeems 
own ſo much a Philoſopher, as to ſet his 
t upon ſome of them as little, as upon 
the Poet you gave him. It is ſure my ill 
Fate, that all thoſe I moſt loved, andwith 
whom I have moſt lived, muſt be Baniſhed /! 
After both of youleft England, my conſtant 
Hoſt was the Biſhop of RocuzsTex ; ſure 
this is a Nation that is curfedly afraid of be- 
ing over-run with too much Politeneſs, and 
cannot regain one great Genius but at the 
Expence of another : I trenible for my 
Lord PeTexBokow (whom I now lodge 
with) he has too much Wit, as well as Cou- 
rage, to make a ſolid General; and if he 
e being Baniſhed by others, I fear he 
will Baniſh himſelf. This leads me to give 
yon ſome Account of my Manner of Tio 
and Converſation, which bas been infinite- 
ly more various and diſſipated, than when 
you knew me and cared for me; and pmong 
all Sexes, Parties, and Profeſſions, a Glut of 
Study and Retirement, in the firſt Part of 
my Life, caſt me into This, and This I be- 
gin to ſee will throw me again into Study 
and Retirement, 1 


The Civilities I have met with from op- 
pofite Sets of People, have hindred me from 
being violent or — to any Party; but at 


the 


3 


2 . 


6 M.. Por : to Dean Swir nm: 


the ſame time the Obſervations and Expe- 
riences I cannot but have colle&ed, have 
made me leſs fond of, and leſs ſurprized at, 
any; I am therefore the more afflicted and 
the more angry at the Violences and Hard- 
ſhipsI ſee practiſed by either. The Merry 
Vein you knew me in, is ſtink into a Turn 
of Reflection, that has made the World pret- 
ty indifferent to me, and yet I have acquired 
a Quietneſs of Mind which by Fits improves 
into acertain degree of Chearfulneſs, enough 
to make me juſt ſo good humoured as to 
wiſh That World well; My Friendſhips 
are increaſed by new ones, yet no part of the 
Warmth I felt for the old is diminiſhed : 
Averſions I have none but to Knaves ( for 
Fools I have learned to bear with ) and 
thoſe I cannot be commonly civil to, for 
I think thoſe next to Knaves who converſe 
with them ; the greateſt Man in Power, of 
this ſort, ſhall hardly make me Bow to him, 
unleſs I had a perſonal Obligation to him, 
and that I will take care not to have. The 
top Pleaſure of my Life is one I learned 
from you, both how to gain and how to 
uſe the Freedoms of Friendſhip with Men 
much my Superiors. To have pleaſed 
2 Men, according to Horace, is a Praiſe; 
ut not to have flattered them, and yet not 
to have diſpleaſed, is a greater. I have care- 
fully avoided all Intercourſe with Poets and 
ET SGͤcriblers, 
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Scriblers unleſs where by chance I have 
found a Modeſt one;by theſe Means I have 


had no Quarrels with any perſonally ; and 
none have been Enemies, but who were al- 


ſa Strangers to me; and as there is no great 
need of an Enclairciſment with ſuch, whar- 
everthey writ or {aid I never related, not 
only never ſeeming to know, but often real- 
ly never knowing any thing of the Matter : 
There are very few things that give me the 


Anxiety of a Wiſh; the ſtrongeſt I have, 


would be to paſs my Days with you; and a 
few ſuch as you : But Fate has diſperſed 


chem all about the World, and I find to wiſh 


it, is as vain, as to wiſh to live to ſee rhe 


_ Millenium, and the Kingdom of the Juſt 


upon Earth, 


IfT have ſinned in my long Silence, con- 
ſider there is one to whom you yourſelf haye 
been as great a Sinner; as oſten as you ſee 
his Hand you will learn to do me Juſtice, 
and feel in your Heart, how long a Man 
may be ſilent to thoſe he truly loves and 


reſpe&s, 


T an, dear Sir, | 


Ye our ever faithful Servant, 


"A; Por. 
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you muſt not expect from me the ſame 
indulgence to Lazineſs ; in defending 
15 own Cauſe he pleads yours; ; and becomes 
your Advocate while he appeals to you as 
his Judge ; you will do the ſame on your 
Part; and I, and the reſt of your common 

F riends, ſhall have great Juſtice to expect 


from two ſuch ri ghteous Tribunals: You 


| refemble perfectly the two Alchouſe-Keep- 
ers in Hand, who were at the ſame 
time Burgomaſters of the Town, and taxed 
one another's Bills alternately. 1 declare 
before hand I will not ſtand to the A ward; 
my Title to your Feen is good, and 
wants neither Deeds nor Writings to con- 
firm it; but Annual- Acknowledgments at 
Jeaft are neceſſary to preſerve it; and I be- 


* This Got ro be written by way of Poſtſcript 
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Vin to ſuſpec by yout defrauding me of 


them, that you hope in time to diſpute it, 
and to urge Preſcription againſt me. I would 

not ſay one Word to N myſelf ( ſince 
It is a Subject on which you appear to have 
no Curioſity) was it not to try, how far the 
Contraſt between Pope's Fortune and Man- 
ner of Life, and Mine may be carried. 
I have been then infinitely more uniform 
and leſs diſſipated, than when you knew 
me and cared for me; that Love which J u- 
ſed to ſcatter with ſome Profuſion among 
the whole Female Kind, has been theſe ma- 
my Years devoted to One Object; a DP 
many Misfortunes (for ſo they are called 
though ſometimes very improperly) and a 
Retirement from the World, have made 
that juſt and nice Diſcrimination between 
my Acquaintance and my Friends, which 
we have ſeldom Sagacity enough to make 
for Ourſelves; thoſe Inſe&s of various Hues, 
which uſed to hum and buz about me 
while I ſtood in the Sunſhine, have diſap- 
peared fince I lived in the Shade, No Man 
comes to a Hermitage but for the Sake of 
the Hermit; a few Philoſophical Friends 
come often to mine, and they are ſuch as 
you would be glad to live with, if a dull 
Climate and duller Company have not alter- 
ed you extreamly from what you was nine 


Years ago. | h 
1 The 


10 Id BotincsroxE to Dean Swirr. 

The hoarſe Voice of Party was never 
heard in this quiet Place“; Gazettes and 

Pamphlets are baniſhed from it, and if the 
- Lucubrations of Isaac BIickERSTAFr are 
admitted, this Diſtin&ion is owing to ſome 
Strokes by which it is judged that this illu- 
ſtrious Philoſopher, had (like the Indian 
Fonv, the Grecian PrTrHaGoras, the 
Perfian ZoxoAsrER, and others his Precur- 
ſors among the Arabians, Magians, and 
the Egyptian Sens) both his Qurward and 
his Inward Do&rine, and that he was of no 
| Side at the Bottom — When I am 
there, 1 forget I was eyer of any Party my- 
ſelf ; nay, I am often ſo happily abſorbed 
by the abſtra&ed Reaſon of Things, that I 
am ready to-imagine there never was any 
ſuch Monſter as Party. Alas, I am ſoon a- 
wakened from that pleaſing Dream by the 
Greek and Roman Hiſtorians, by Gvic- 
CIARDIN, by MacHniaverl, and by Thua- 
us; for have vowed to read no Hiſtory 
of Our own Country, till that Body of jt 
| Which you promiſe to finiſh appears. 


I am under no apprehenſions that a Glut 
of Study and Retirement ſhould caſt me 
back into the Hurry of the World; on the 
Fontrary, the fingle Regret which I ever 


* Daw LAY: 


feel, 


I Botinonor to Dean Swier, 1 
feel, is that I fell ſo late into this Courſe of 


Life : My Philoſophy grows confirmed by 
Habit, and if you and $4 again I will 
extort this Approbation from you, I am con- 
filio bonus, ſed more eo product us, ut non tan- 
tum recte facere paſſin, ſed nil non recte fa- 
cere non pop, he little Incivilicies I have 
met with from oppoſite Sets of People, have 
beenſo far from rendring me violent or 
ſour to any, that I think myſelf obliged to 
them all; ſome have cured me of my Fez 
by ſhewing me how impotent the Malice 
the World is; others have cured me of my 
Hopes, by ſhewing how precarious popular 
Friendſhips are alf have cured me of Sur- 
prize; in driving me out of Party, they have 
driven me out of curſed Company; and in 
ſtripping me of Titles, and Rank, and E- 
- Nate, and ſuch Trinkets, which every Man 
that will may ſpare, they have given me that 
which no Man can be happy without. 


Reflection and Habit have rendred the 
World ſo indifferent to me, that I am neither 
afflicted nor rejoiced, angry nor pleaſed at 
what happens in it, any 2525 than perſo- 
nal Friendſhips intereſt me in the Affairs of 
it, and this Principle extends my Cares but 
a little Way: Perfect Tranquility is the ge- 
neral Tenour of my Life; Sb 


ſerene Weather, and ſome other mechanic 
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Springs, wind me above it now and then, 
but I never fall below it; I am ſometimes 
ay, but I am never fad; I have gained new 
Friends, and have Toft ſome Old ones; 
my Acquiſitions of this kind give me a good 
deal of Pleaſure, becauſe iy have riot 
been made lightly : I know no vows ſo 
ſolemn as thole of Friendſhip, and therefore 
a pretty long noviciate of Acquaintanee 
ſhould methinks precede them ; my Lofles 
of this kind give me but little Trouble, I 
contributed nothing to them, and a Friend . 
who breaks with me unjuſtly is not worth 
preſerving, As ſoon as I leave this Town 
(which will be ina few Days) I ſhall fall 
back into that Courſe of Life, which keeps 
Knaves and Fools at a great diſtance from 
me; I have an Averfion to them Both, but 
in the ordinary Coutſe of Life I think I can 
bear the ſenfible Knave better than the 
Fool: One muſt indeed with the former be 
in ſome, or other, of the Attitudes of thoſe 
Wooden Men whom! have ſeen before a 
Sword-Cutler's Shop in Germany, but even 
in theſe conſtrained Poſturesthe witty Raſ- 
eal will divert me; and he that diverts me 
does me a great deal of good, and lays me 
under an Obligation 1, Kim, which I am 
not obliged to pay him in another Coin: 
The Fool obliges me to be almoſt as much 
upon my Guard as the Knave, and he 
„„ makes 
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makes me no amends; he numbs me like the 4 
Torpor, or he teizes melike the Fly, This 
is the Picture of an old Friend, and mote 
like him than that will be which you once 

asked, and which he will fend: you, if you 

continue {till to deſire it=——— Adieu, dear 

Sw1er, with all thy Faults Hove, Thee in- 

tirely, make an Effort, and love me on with 
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ONG have 1 nid from the My/e's Seat, 
Where, ever preſent to the Poet's Eyes, 
A thouſand grateful Objects riſe, 
Where al! is gay, and all is ſweet. ; 
Where, when paſt Images we * . 
Memory with theſe combin d., 
She from her ſtore of fading Senſe can move, 
And frame no Fancy but of Joy and Love. 
Where Ev' * Muſe, and ev'ry Grace reſides, 
The ſacred le where Apollo hides, 
From the e and vulgar Eyes, 
1 His aweful Myſteries. 
This blooming 38 of the Delian God 
- Long fince I left, new Paths to try; | 


An incorrect Copy of of this Poem was publified in 
the Year Frere 


ALMAHIDE. 15 
On rough uneven Ground I trod, | 
And ſought the Gloomy dark Abods 

Of Wiſdom and Philoſophy. 3 
From hence eſcap'dwith Joy to Thee I come; 
Thee I reviſit now, my native Home. 

That Magic Land no more [I'll tread, 

Nor drink of thoſe Lethargic Streams, 
'That with their Poiſon taint the Blood, 
And ſtop the ſprightly Purple Flood; 
That upward to the fickly Head 
Send lazy Vapours, idle ms. 
Again I'll taſte of the Prophetic Rill, 
W hich riſes faſt by the Pierian Hill. 

Phaebus all other Nymphs forſook, 

To chaſe Cafta/ia, young and fair, 

To bathe in her delightful Waves, 

All other Waters now he leaves, 

He looſens here his golden Hair, 

And plunges in the lucid Brook: 

Once the coy Maid refus d the Grace, 
And would not ſuffer his Divine Embrace, 

Now wiſer grown, no more ſhe'll fly, 

But claſps the God, and hugs the naked Deity. 
oo „ 5 

As Mariners their Canvas Wings diſtend, - 
Leaving the Pole, to ev'ry Northern Blatt ; 

Southward their Courſes bend, 

And th' Artic Circle paſt, 
The Temp'rate Zone with Pleaſure meet z 
With Pleaſure feel the glowing Heat, 
And as they nearer to him run, 
Salute the long abandon'd Sun. 

Thus from the frozen Skies, 
Where once benumb'd ſhe lay, 
My Muſe to milder Regions flies, 
And to Parnaſſus wings her Way. yx. 
IV. Methinks 


* 


\ 
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e 
Methinks already in my Heart, 


I feel a ſecret Warmth ariſe, | 
Which os diffus'd to ev'ry vital Part, 
ows in my Face, and ſparkles in m | 
I fee the Summit of the Hitt, my 5165 
With Spires of Glory erown'd; 
And nearer now I ſee the Mound, 
Such was Apollos will, 
Rais'd by the Males to keep off the Croud 
Of thronging Poets, inſolent and loud. 
Wretches, whom tho he daigns not 40 inſpire, 
Would yet be plac'd among the Golden Choir, 


V, 


Here Garth appears, to whom, copfign'd 
The double Chae of Health and wit, we find. 
Apollo, griev'd to ſee his Arts diſgrac d, 
Phyſic and Poetryat once debas'd ; _ | 
Their ſacred Ends for public Good defign'd, 
Perverted to deſtroy and plague Mankind 
To Garth the double Charge imparts, 
Of living Verſe, and healing Arts. + 
Him when the God reſolv'd to (end, 
He bid Hygitia on his Steps attend. 
Bid ev'ry Muſe, and ev'ry Grace prepare, 
To warm the Bard with all their Fires, 4 
To join his Song with all their Lyres, 
And make his matchleſs Poem * all their Care, 
V . 
But now arriv'd I mount the ſacred Hill, 
And Joy and Rapture all my Senſes fill. 


My melancholy Thoughts retire apace, 
And fly like Dæmons from the Place. 


*«. 1 in — %Y 


I feel 


F 


The DisrrxsAnx, 


ON: I feel the God return, 

He takes Poſſeſſon of my Breaſt, 

And I with all his Fury 1 ö 

Again I feel the 'plenfingSmart ; 

Love fills his ancient Throne; my Heart; 
A — eee 4 weleome Gueſt. 


VII. 


I know ye well, ye filent Groves, 
Conſcious of my ſecret Loves: 
Tell me how oſten have I found, 
| Beneath your gentle Shade, 
In penſive Act upon the Ground, 
The mournful SrxE Ho“ laid. 
Srxxrnon, the Glory of our Yritiſb Plains, 
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How often have I heard his charming Voice, 
Thro' all the neighb'ring-Hilk reſound, 
And to repeat the Heav'nly Notes _— 7 
With + Myra he begins his 
And ends em all in Myra's 2 
Nothing but Myra dwells you's his Tongue, 
Charm of his Heart, and Subject of his Song. 
Her Beauty and the Verſe alike ſucceed, 
Nor can Oblivion fear ; - | 
For after Ages ſhall with Rapture n 
What we with Rapture hear. 
The pow'rful Lute on which the 7hraciat re. 
Was as the Mufes to the Skies convey'd 
One more bright Star ſhall in the Field ä 
And GEranville's Pen adorn the gitvring 8 here, 


VIII. 
N Gn I hear * 
he ſoundi re; 
And ſee the God 7 2 
And all the tuneful Choir, 


* George Granville, Bfq ; late Lodl. , 
The Counteſs of 8 lately deceaſed. 
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I've reach'd the tow'ring Height, 
"Tis here the Muſes flay ; | 7 
From hence I'll take my Flight, 
And wing my airy Way. 
A loft my Muſe . J will go, 
She Scorns toaim at little Things, 
At Heroes or at Kings, 
| She cannot ſtoop ſo low, 
To Alnabide addreſs thy Song, 
It does of Right to her belong. 
Soar like the Theban Swan on high, 
Nor be afraid to venture nigh 
The flaming Region of the Sky. 


Go on, my Muſe, go on 5 
Boldly approach the Sun; 
And from his Chariot Wheel 
Attempt to ſteal 
The ſacred Fire 
That does the Gods infpire. 
Then may'ſ thou in Immortal Lays 
A more than Mortal Beauty praiſe. 
Or ſhould thy melting Pinions fail, 


And I precipitate deſcend 3 1 
Should my unlucky Stars prevail, | ( 
And give my Days this fatal End; r 


Vet in the Monuments of Fame 
I ſhall ſecure a laſting Name 
And to have dar'd a Thing ſo great, 
Will place me far above the Pow Tof Fate. 
| Then when I draw my lateſt Breath, 
Should Almabide vouchſafe to ſmile, 
That would compenſate for my. Death, 
And more than pay me for my Toil. 2 


X. 
Stay, fooliſh Muſe, thy Hurry ſtay, 
Where will thy Madneſs run; 
To Alnabide direct thy Way, 


e. : 


| And 


»4 


nd 


P! 


All theſe PerfeRtjons are in Her combin'd, - 
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And ſeck no other Sun. 
Tis ſhe ſupplies, 
With brighter Eyes 
The Diſtance of the God of Day. 
When they are ſhut, in Britain then tis Night, 
And weeternal Darkneſs fear, 
But when the radiant Balls appear, 
We feel their Warmth, and bleſs the riſing Light, 
Thus ſhall my Theme my Song Inſpire, 
And heat my Breaſt with double Fire; 
And thus my humble Genius raiſe 
High as the Beauty that I praiſe. 
Thus be my want of Strength ſupply'd, 
Thus may ſhe grant what Nature has deny d. 
I ask no Inſpiration but from Almabide. 


XI. 


In the World's early Days, 
When firſt Religion did appear; 
Religion, which has coſt Mankind ſo dear; 
When Men began to raiſe Wap 
God's to themſelves, and then thoſe Gods to fear, 
Choſe various Lerdi, and tir d of being free, 
Of ev'ry Firtue fram'd a Deity : | 
Had Almabide been known, 
Had ſhe been born to ſhine, 
'They had ador'd no other Shrine, 


The Form of Venus and Diana's Mind. 
Her Rays a Luſtre like the Sun's diſpence, 
And ſhed on all a þounteous Influence. 
A cruel Glance from thoſe fair Eyes, 
A Word by her in Anger ſpoke, . 
Gives more Alarms, 
Than Fovein Arms. 
And ſwifter than his Light'ning flies, 
And ſurer than his Stroke, 
Only below ſhe could not dwell, 


Bs Hell wouldbe fl longer Hell. 


4 ALMAHIDE 
At her- 33 che Realms of Woe 
| The burning Flood forget to flow, 


And ſee! the lovely Form appear, 


"F * 


Would change their Horrid Face: 


And Furies fly the place, 
XIT. 


Before my raviſh'd. Eyes! 


| Cloſe to yon Chryſtal Stream the Charmer lic 


| Behold her, Saint, behold her there; 
Impending Branches ſbield the Fair, 
And Beds of Cammomile the beauteous Burthen ben 
See. how reclining on the Graſs, 
In this clear Brook, her faithful Glaſs, 
Firſi ſhe collects her ſcatter d Hair, 
Then in Treſſes, 
As ſhe dreſſes, 
Places ev'ry Flow'r that's ga gay, 
Places all the Pride of May, 
Not to adorn, but to compare. 
In vain with Her's their brighteſt Colours vie, 
The bluſhing Roy 
Its Weakneſs knows, bf 
And vanquiſh'd Lillies own her Victory. 
Nor raiſes ſhe her Head, but downward bent, 
Approves their Form, and ſmiling ſeems content. 
Obſerve the Troops of Loves 
That ſwarm about the Groves, 
Lean on their Wings, and hanging in the Air, 
Miſtake the Nymph, and think their Mother there, 


III. 
"* Gently, fineet Zephyr, gently blow, 


And make th' injurious Mantle rife, 

And wound our Hearts and pleafe our Eyes, 
Unveil the Nymph, dear Wind remove 
Thoſe Clouds that hide this World of Love, 


And ſee the friendly Breeze obeys, 5 


Saluting he betrays. 
O! give her Slave to know, 


4Z M AH IDE 
That Sea of Milk, thoſe Hills of Snow, | | 
And all the bliſsful Vales of Joy below. « | 
He would, but can no more diſcloſe; _ 
Reſiſting Robes oppoſe : | 
'The thouſand Folds of that invidious Veſt, 
Inſhrine their Treaſure, and our Sight arreſt. . 
Corporeal Eyes no farther reach; 
But Fancy is not thus confin'd ; 
Fancy can enter thro* the ſmalleſt Breach, 
And thro” the ſubtle Plaits a Paſſage ind. 
Thus having pierc'd the Screen, 
Fancy relates what ſhe has ſeen. 
And tires the Soul while ſhe inſtructs the 


* 
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Thus we, fond Wretches, court our Fate, 
And when the pointed Darts, 
| Increaſe the Pains we mightabate, 
And plunge em in our Hearts, 
In vain we hope to find a Cure, 

No Remedy is nigh ; | 
Without Relief we muſt endure, 

And without Pity die. 

Fair Almabids gives Love to all, 
All that dare look her Victims fall; 
But ſne herſelf Receives from None, 

Or what's the fame to Me, from One; 

One happy Man that dwells within thofe Armg, 
Taſtes all her Joys, and rifles all her Charms. 
While dying Crouds of Lovers ſtand, 

And look, and gaze, and wiſh to ſhare; 

But Virtue with her Magic Wand, 

Encircles round the Happy Pair. 
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* AILMAHIDE. 
Thus when the Moon on Larian-Latmus lays. 9 
And rapt in Pleaſure laugh'd her Hours away, a 
Her Beauty and her Light to all Mankind, 

Without Diſtinction ſhin'd, 
But to Endymign was her Love confin'd F 


The laſt Thought, and the laſt Line, are taken from 
Lord Lanſdowge. I think myſelf obliged to on the 
Debt, tho' I am unable to pay it, . | 
1 Alluding to the Story of Diana and Endymion. 


